VICHY WATER
more people would turn up, because that would spoil our chances
completely.   So we had to wait till Monday.
On Sunday afternoon 1 was in the bar of the hotel and there was
the proprietor's mother behind the counter. The bar was empty.
She had a lot of white hair and a kind, youngish face. Suddenly she
leaned over and whispered to me. "Are you English?" 1 wondered
what was coming. "What makes you think that?" I asked. "I was
on the landing this morning and I heard you and madame speak
English." "She's American," I said. She brushed that aside; "If
you're English I'll sec that Marius takes you along to-morrow even
if the rest of them have to stay behind. I must help you to get to
England and help us."
Then I was frank with her. 1 said I was partly running from the
Germans but chiefly wanted to get to England to help the cause to
which both France and England belonged. We became great
friends. She found nothing admirable about the Germans. They
were dishonest. As an example, she told me that a German officer
had been drinking in her bar and it was raining, and he asked her if
he could borrow her bicycle as he'd some distance to go in the
torrent. She felt sorry for him and let him have the bicycle, which
he faithfully promised to send back next day. That was two months
ago and she hadn't heard of him or the bicycle again. They had
requisitioned her sheets and didn't pay for them. They were a pest.
She couldn't understand that anybody could work with them. I
thought of a friend in Paris who a few days ago had proudly told me
he had met the German general in command at Serge Lifar's cocktail
party. Or what about those three who should have known better ?
Borotra, Chevalier, and Guitry?
"They are all traitors who like them," the old woman, said. She
told me that a great French lady she knew, a Royalist, had been
arrested by the Germans and was sentenced to death. The American
Embassy was trying to save her. I asked why the Germans had taken
her. "She printed and distributed leaflets/' the old woman said.
That evening Nona and 1 dined in the little town's best restaurant,
where at the best table sat a German colonel.
The following morning I stood at the window of my room and a
company of German infantry was marching in the dust. They were
singing. They sang of the beautiful road that led to the beautiful
Fatherland. I turned to Nona, and said, "I hope that some day I'll
help to speed them on that road/